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corps do ballet at the Ring Theatre in Vienna, Madame
Milli Orth herself hinted at a No-Man's Land, which
they were seeking as the home of their future happiness.
They have found it now, having trodden the golden
path of rays. There palls not wealth, or state, or any
rank, nor ever Court snores loudly, but men and
women meet each evening to discuss the next day's
occupation, and the Chancellor of the Exchequer
collects the unearned increment in the form of the
shell called Venus' ear. For a time, indeed, Johann
Orth attempted to maintain a kind of kingship, on
the strength of his superior pedigree. But when a
democratic cabin-boy one day turned and told him to
stow his Hapsburg lip, the beautiful ex-opera-dancer
burst out laughing, and Johann agreed in future to be
called Archduke only on Sundays. With their eldest
son, now a fine young man coming to maturity, the
title is expected to expire.